PEGASUS

and looking Bellerophon in the face, with fire flashing
from his eyes, made a terrible attempt to bite him.
He fluttered his pinions so wildly that one of the silver
feathers was shaken out, and floating earthward, was
picked up by the child, who kept it as long as he
lived, in memory of Pegasus and Bellerophon.

But the latter (who, as you may judge, was as good
a horseman as ever galloped) had been watching his
opportunity, and at last clapped the golden bit
of the enchanted bridle between the winged steed's
jaws. No sooner was this done than Pegasus became
as manageable as if he had taken food, all his life, out
of Bellerophon Js hand. To speak what I really feel, it
was almost a sadness to see so wild a creature grow
suddenly so tame. And Pegasus seemed to feel it so,
likewise. He looked round to Bellerophon, with the
tears in his beautiful eyes, instead of the fire that so
recently flashed from them. But when Bellerophon
patted his head, and spoke a few authoritative, yet
kind and soothing words, another look came into the
eyes of Pegasus; for he was glad at heart, after so many
lonely centuries, to have found a companion and a
master.

Thus it always is with winged horses, and with
all such wild and solitary creatures. If you can catch
and overcome them, it is the surest way to win their
love.

While Pegasus had been doing his utmost to shake
Bellerophon off his back, he had flown a very long
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